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Everybody knows who won the VHS\Betamax 
war but were you aware it was actually a three-horse 
race and Video 2000 was the nag that got pulled up 
before the finish? Launched in 1979 by Philips the 
Video 2000 format had a cassette similar in size to 
VHS along with equivalent record and playback 
features but it never really took off especially with 
regard to video rentals and was soon discontinued. 
The video road since then has been strewn with a 
number of failures, care to go for a stroll? 

The Video Compact Disc (VCD) introduced in the 
early 1980s was a good idea but failed to take hold 
in Western markets. Despite a lower resolution than 
VHS and with films having to be spread over two 
discs due to limited storage capacity they were a big 
success in Asian countries where the thin tape of 
video cassettes suffered badly due to high humidity 
levels. Brave viewers could pick up pirated Hong 
Kong VCDs from certain Chinese establishments in 
Swansea but as they tended to come in nondescript 
boxes with Mandarin or Cantonese titles it was all a 
bit hit and miss as to what you ended up watching! 

Laserdiscs were aimed mainly at the serious 


video collector and while more successful in the UK 
than VCDs their high cost and sparse availability 
made the format a bit of a non-runner. About the 
same size as a 12 inch LP and four times as thick as a 
CD with limited capacity the drawbacks far out¬ 
weighed the increase in quality they had over VHS. 
Spinning something that large up to speed in a 
player could be quite noisy and having to eject a disc 
and flip it over or insert a new one every thirty or 
sixty minutes made watching a long film hard work. 

If Laserdiscs were similar in size to an LP then 
RCA's SelectaVision format pretty much was an LP, a 
large pressed plastic disc that utilised physical 
grooves and a stylus to reproduce both audio and 
video. The disc was about as reliable as it sounds and 
came in a protective caddy because even a small 
amount of dust could cause the stylus to skip. RCA 
launched SelectaVision in 1981 but barely three 
years later discontinued it, the need to replace styli 
and the wearing out of discs through repeated 
playback turning off customers. In the UK remaining 
players were bundled with a selection of twenty films 
and sold off cheaply, luckyl!) Swansea shoppers 


could buy the package from Dixons. 

Meanwhile in America.When DVDs took off 

and the rental market started to expand several 
large companies decided they wanted a piece of the 
action. To save on costs they sought to bypass bricks 
and mortar video rental stores and came up instead 
with some unique ways to supply their discs. 

DIVX (Digital Video Express) were special cheap 
DVD-like discs you bought outright that could only 
be played on compatible DIVX DVD players for a 
limited time period. Created and marketed by Circuit 
City - a chain of US retail outlets similar to Currys - 
the discs needed to be unlocked via a connected 
telephone line before you could view them and then 
became unwatchable 48 hours later. You could throw 
the disc away after that or if you wanted to view the 
contents again your account would be charged and 
you could do so for another 48 hours. The backlash 
against the locked-in format by customers coupled 
with poor sales and limited take-up put an end to 
the system after only three years. 

The idea of self-destructing discs became a 
reality when Flexplay developed time-limited DVDs 


in 2004. The discs were manufactured with a special 
clear dye added to the resin used to bond the layers 
of a DVD together that reacted to oxygen in the air 
by slowly turning black over a period of 48 hours 
making the contents unreadable. Vacuum sealed 
discs meant the process only began when a customer 
opened the packet. Disney developed a similar 
process dubbed EZ-D as did a company called 
SpectraDisc whose colourful discs turned from red to 
blue. The whole concept was dropped in 2008 after 
attempts to market them proved a total failure. 

A final mention goes to Clearplay, a Utah based 
Christian company that in 2000 started renting and 
selling versions of commercial DVDs and video tapes 
they had edited themselves to remove what they 
considered objectionable material such as profanity, 
blasphemy, sex and violence. When the Directors 
Guild of America threatened to sue Clearplay fought 
back but in 2006 a judge ruled they had violated 
copyright laws and ordered them to cease and return 
all edited material to the movie studios. God may be 
all powerful but apparently in the US it's Hollywood 
that calls the shots. 



If the name Herschell Gordon Lewis is familiar 
then that's probably because it's usually followed by 
his unofficial title, 'The Godfather Of Gore.' Director 
of what became known as The Blood Trilogy - Blood 
Feast, Two Thousand Maniacs! and Color Me Blood 
Red - Lewis made graphically gory films at a time 
when barely a drop of the red stuff was to be seen on 
screen. The blood doesn't drip in an H.G. Lewis 
production it spurts and gushes, usually accompanied 
by real animal body parts doubling for human brains, 
bowels, tongues and whatever other viscera was 
needed. While the effects were certainly bloody the 
production values however were cheap, the acting 
usually second rate, the camera work static and 
Lewis's directing style was more about getting it in 
the can quickly than getting it right. 

Lewis dabbled in the odd explicit gore film up 
until his last production The Gore-Gore Girls in 1972 
but also distributed and directed a number of other 
exploitationers such as hillbilly hick This Stuf'll Kill 
Ya!, nudie roughie Scum Of The Earth and biker chicks 
in She-Devils On Wheels. What Lewis lacked in 
technical skills he made up for by knowing when to 
cash in on a fad so when American TV show Rowan 
And Martin's Laugh-In launched in 1968 and became a 
hit Lewis went to work. Laugh-In was a fast-moving 
hipper version of old vaudeville\burlesque blackout 
comedy routines where the lights literally would 
'black out' at the end of a joke to make way for the 
next act. Miss Nymphet's Zap-In replaced television 
friendly material with coarse jokes, innuendoes and 
added soft-core sex to the mix. Perhaps the nearest 


equivalent would be The Benny Hill Show which Zap- 
In comes across as being a raunchier second cousin to, 
they certainly share the same material at times! 

While it's not fair to judge fifty year old humour 
by today's standards the jokes and skits presented in 
the film were never that funny to begin with. Written 
and directed by Sheldon Seymour (aka H.G. Lewis 
himself) and filmed on some of the cheapest sets 
ever seen a small cast of usually topless women and 
assorted male stereotypes hammer out as many 
double entendres, one-liners and sexual puns as they 
can in the meagre 67 minute running time. A man 
stands against a wall while a woman comes up to him 
and without saying a word takes off all her clothes. 
The man writes something down, says "I can't give 
you an order right now but thanks for showing me 
your line" and walks off. It's the first sketch in the 
movie and things really don't get any better (or 
funnier) than that - but the sketches aren't the worst 
part of it, oh no. 

Replacing the traditional blackouts are shots of 
two SERIOUSLY bored topless go-go dancers gyrating 
in front of badly constructed scenery (you can see a 
piece of wood jammed into the backdrop to keep it 
level) while such rib-tickling text as "I got picked up 
by the fuzz yesterday...and boy did that hurt!" 
appears on the screen. You better really like these 
girls because you'll be seeing them fifteen more 
times with fifteen equally bad "jokes." You'll also get 
to watch the cast walking in a circle, pulling stupid 
poses and shouting "ZAAAPPP" a lot. And it is a lot, 
they do this a bum-numbingly twenty one times. The 
same small snatch of music appears every minute or 
so along with a repetitive selection of "BOING" type 
sound effects to punctuate the end of jokes. Never 
has the Fast Forward button on a DVD remote control 
been more welcome. 

If this was anything other than an H.G. Lewis 
film it's likely it would have sunk into total obscurity, 
it was in fact considered to be lost for many years 
along with several other of his titles. Whether this 
one with it's depiction of limp wristed homosexuals, 
eager female victims, manly rampant studs, dumb 
horny blondes, cuckolded sweaty husbands, grateful 
women and bad, bad acting (I'm looking at you Miss 
Nymphet\Bambi Allen) should have resurfaced is 
debatable. But it's good to know that success 
beckoned for at least some of the cast. Take a bow 
Miss Wendy Winders who played one of those bored 
go-go dancers and would later make the role of 
'Fellatio Girl' in the 1972 soft sex film Hollywood 
Babylon all her own. You deserve it. 


Fiend Without a Face (1958! 



It's pretty much guaranteed if you remember 
this movie it's because of the jaw-drop ending as for 
most of the 75 minute long running time this black 
and white horror tale plods along with just an odd 
scare here and there. Once a staple of late-night TV 
Fiend Without A Face will probably be forever known 
as "the one with the flying brains" which sounds like 
a trivialisation but is actually spot on, you can 
genuinely watch just the last ten minutes and come 
away feeling you've had your money's worth. 

At an Air Force radar base somewhere in rural 
Canada atomic power is being used to increase the 
scanning range of the equipment much to the fear of 
the farming locals. Suspicions are heightened when 
several citizens turn up dead and are found to be 
missing their brains and entire spinal cords, two small 
puncture holes at the base of the skull being the only 
clue. Major Cummings (Marshall Thompson at his 
stiffest) from the base investigates as the deaths 
continue, narrowing his focus to Professor Walgate, a 
retired British scientist who lives nearby and his 
experiments in thought projection. 

Under questioning Walgate breaks down faster 
than a Jeremy Kyle guest and in lengthy flashback 
explains how he's been diverting atomic radar power 
into a machine that helps him materialise thought. 
He's succeeded in creating an invisible mental 
creature that has since escaped and is now going 
around killing and replicating itself in physical form 
by inhabiting the sucked out brains and spinal cords 
of its victims, rendering them somehow invisible as 
well. The creatures proceed to kill everyone at the 
base power station, increase the reactor output to 
maximum and just as the viewer is expecting another 
cheapo unseen monster cop-out the transparent 
terrors start to become visible. 

The Professor, Cummings and a small group of 
locals and military personnel find themselves under 
siege at the Professor's house as the monsters make 
an entrance, and what an entrance! Accompanied by 
unnerving thumping, squelching, crunching sound 
effects they appear; large glossy brains attached to 
flexible spinal cords, twitching eye stalks and waving 


tendrils brought to life through the magic of stop- 
motion animation. Using their spinal "tails" they inch 
themselves along before rearing up and launching 
themselves through the air as they attack the 
beleaguered humans. Can bullets stop them? Yes 
they can and do, the brains splattering the walls 
when hit, spurting and dribbling out plenty of grey 
matter with a sound like a squirting ketchup bottle. 

As Cummings makes a break to stop the energy 
feeding the creatures by blowing up the base power 
station the rest of the group are running out of 
bullets, the brains are inside attacking left right and 
centre, messily bursting when shot or hit with an axe 
and making sick slurping noises as they attach 
themselves to a victim and start feeding. Cummings 
blows up the nuclear reactor (why worry about all 
that nasty fallout) and the brains putrefy and melt 
into slimy pools of ooze. It was pretty strong stuff for 
1958 and still packs a punch today. 

Unlike most 1950's monster movies this one is 
British, filmed in England with a Canadian setting in 
order to appeal to a US audience. Parts of the film 
seem padded - a five minute sequence with the major 
trapped inside a crypt is redundant and there's a lot 
of military stock footage that eats up the running 
time. To be honest you won't care too much about 
that as you watch the Faceless Fiends jumping and 
crawling over the furniture, oozing brain stuff 
everywhere and slowly slithering into your memory to 
make sure they'll never be forgotten. 



Bees Make Honey (2017) 

Bees Make Honey falls firmly into the love it or 
hate it category, more than that it's the kind of film 
you either turn off after ten minutes or keep 
watching through to the end credits. Agatha Christie 
meets Baz Luhrmann at a country house Halloween 
costume party in 1934 that widow Honey (Alice Eve) 
throws in order to discover who murdered her 
husband exactly a year ago. Honey arranges for 
Police Inspector Shoerope (Wilf Scolding) to pose as a 
guest so he can sniff out the culprit, but who exactly 
(continued...) 



















truth In Advertising? The Executioner Part 2 (1984) 

What are we promised? 

Christopher Mitchum is tooled up to take on the scum of LA 
as The Executioner, a violent vigilante wiping out the rapists, 
muggers and killers that corrupt cops and politicians won't touch 
and making them look bad. Guns, grenades, attack helicopters and 
dive-bombing planes all feature as Mitchum machine guns the 
streets clean of vermin in this bloody sequel to The Executioner. 

What do we get? 

Mitchum isn't The Executioner (despite depicted as such on 
the poster), doesn't kill anybody, never touches a grenade or even 
fires a gun. There are no gun-spitting planes or machine guns. The 
helicopter appears in the cheapest Vietnam flashback ever seen. 

There's hardly any blood or special effects. It's not even a sequel to 
The Executioner because there never was a Part 1! 

In 1980 James Glickenhaus directed Vietnam vet vigilante movie The Exterminator. In 1982 James 
Brady directed this low budget rip-off under the title The Executioner Part 2 when production started on 
Exterminator 2, sequel to The Exterminator. When Exterminator 2 was released in 1984 so was Executioner 
2, misleading punters who didn't know there was an Exterminator sequel into thinking this was it and fooling 
those who did with the similar sounding Executioner 2. There never was an Executioner movie, or rather there 
have been several with that name but this one has nothing to do with any of them. Got all that? 

Mitchum plays a cop tasked with catching popular vigilante killer The Executioner while coping with a 
young drug addict daughter considering prostitution and best mate Sarge who suffers flashbacks to when 
they were both in 'Nam. Could Sarge be The Executioner? Yep, plot over (that's really about all there is to it.) 

Co-star\Producer\Screenwriter Renee Harmon is totally incomprehensible as a TV reporter with exactly 
the same accent and delivery as early Arnold Schwarzenegger, sadistic villain The Tattooed Man enjoys 
raping and torturing young drug addict prostitutes (Spoiler) and Mitchum couldn't be more laid back if he 
was horizontal. Like The Exterminator the film opens in Vietnam (filmed in California actually) with so many 
stock WW2 sound effects a small skirmish appears to be the aural equivalent of The Battle of the Bulge! The 
boom of shots from Dirty Harry's .44 Magnum seem to be used any time someone throws a punch and there 
appear to be only half a dozen street punks in the whole of LA as we see them solely responsible for all the 
crimes on screen. Best worst bit - a villain gets run through with a samurai sword and is pinned to a sofa, 
struggling to his feet he staggers forwards complete with impaled sofa on his back like some giant tortoise. 

^ VERDICT. Stick a grenade down The Executioner's trousers and watch The Exterminator instead. 



is telling the truth and why has Honey dressed the 
Inspector in the exact same cowboy costume her 
husband was murdered in? 

Anyone expecting a genteel whodunnit is in for 
a shock as the film plays more like Pulp Fiction than 
The Mousetrap with its non-linear scenes, fast-paced 
editing, skewed angles, freeze frames, sped up action 
and fusion of music - one minute it's Cab Calloway 
the next Siouxsie and the Banshees. The dialogue is 
deliberately florid and intricate at times though that 
doesn't stop Honey regularly coming out with four 
letter words nor Shoerope's Commissioner boss 
played by Trevor Eve (real life father to Alice) who has 
the dirtiest and funniest line of the film. TV fans will 
spot the Eve connection in the Inspector's name and 
with the film being written, produced and directed by 
Jack Eve - Trevor Eve's son - it's a real family affair. 

Champagne flows, drugs get snorted, deaths 
are plotted and bobbing for apples has never been 
depicted so erotically. Everything is pretty much 
revealed two thirds of the way through and from then 
on the film leaves the hedonism and partying behind 
and becomes more traditional. Only slightly though 
as there's a manic Benny Hill inspired speeded up 
cocaine scene set to Joy Boom's Late At Night before 
justice prevails and The Clash belt out I Fought The 
Law to wind things up. There's good though a little 
one-dimensional support from the rest of the cast 
with Hermione Corfield's Tatiana coming across as a 
much more lively character than Alice Eve's Honey, 
but then she's not a grieving widow. And bees do have 
a key part to play in it as well. 

It's certainly rough around the edges and it 
does try at times to be just a little too clever but you 
get the feeling while watching that everyone had fun 
making it. If you accept it as a fairground ride that 
does nothing more than dazzle and spin you about for 
ninety minutes you won't go far wrong. 



The Helicopter Spies (1968) 


NEW EXCITEMENT! NEWEST HMIgJUE. THRILLER! 



I have to hold up my hands and admit I saw this 
in a Swansea cinema back in 1968 so what follows is 
written through a haze of nostalgia rather than 
objective viewing. Pieced together from two episodes 
of The Man From U.N.C.L.E. television show 
The Helicopter Spies was just what us kids wanted to 
see, 90 minutes of one of our favourite TV shows in 
colour and on a large cinema screen rather than the 
tiny black and white TV sets we had at home. 

U.N.C.L.E. agents Napoleon Solo (Robert 
Vaughn) and Iliya Kuryakin (David McCallum) are 
tasked with retrieving a destructive Thermal Prism 
(it's a laser beam) but need the help of genius safe 
cracker Luther Sebastian (Bradford Dillman) to do so. 
Sebastian double crosses them, keeps the device and 
plans to launch it into space on behalf of 'The Third 
Way' - a cultish organization whose members all sport 
white hair for some reason - so he can blackmail the 
world into doing their bidding. It's all basic Dr. Evil 
type stuff and the idea was later "borrowed" for the 
plot of Diamond's Are Forever in 1971. 


This being the 1960s of course all villains have 
lairs with sliding doors, banks of blinking lights, 
diabolical locked rooms that can be filled up with 
sand and explosive self-destruct devices. Heroes are 
knocked out, tied up and placed in cliff-hanger 
situations they invariably escape from pretty easily 
as well. Cars have ejector seats, mine fields can be 
traversed with the aid of aerosol cans, one karate 
chop is enough to subdue even the toughest 
opponent and the inside of downtown office blocks 
are handy places to launch space rockets from. 

While most of the action is standard TV fare the 
theft of a rocket from a moving freight train is well 
done. People jump on and off speeding carriages and 
there's a helicopter to train transfer via rope ladder 
that Health Et Safety would probably ban today. The 
opening sequence where the Thermal Prism is used to 
try and kill Solo and Kuryakin in a destroyed African 
village shows its TV budget but as it's set to Jerry 
Goldsmith's fantastic U.N.C.L.E. theme tune (up there 
with the likes of Mission Impossible and James Bond) 
it's both exciting and memorable. 

The two TV episodes this film is created from 
aren't considered that highly by fans of the show, a 
bit too fantastical at times, but perhaps that's why I 
liked it then and still do. It's dated, studio-bound at 
times and highly improbable but if you've ever had 
the overwhelming urge to take the top off an old 
fountain pen, attach it to the bottom and say "Open 
ChannelD" into it then this one's for you. 


Queen Kong (1976) 



When actors in a film go on record saying 
they're happy their work is not going to be seen by 
the public then you know the finished result is going 
to be bad. So when producer Dino De Laurentiis 
accused the makers of Queen Kong of 'passing off' 
their film by associating it with his 1976 King Kong 
remake and had it banned from being released 
everyone involved breathed a sigh of relief. 
De Laurentiis had more than a similar sounding title 
to worry about as it would be a cold day in hell before 
anyone paid to watch his big-budget version if they 
had seen this pocket-money travesty first. 

The plot - and that's stretching the word 
considerably - is a feminist retelling of the classic 
King Kong. Rula Lenska plays filmmaker Luce Habit 
desperate to find a charismatic naive leading man for 
her next picture. She discovers petty thief Ray Fay 
played by Robin Askwith, and whisks him off to 
deepest Lazangawheretheydothekonga (really) to 
make a jungle movie. Funnily enough the foliage 
there looks more English countryside than Green 
Inferno as it seems to consist mainly of back garden 
ferns, bramble bushes and fir trees. 

The rest of the film plays out pretty much like 
the original but with female Queen Kong falling for 
male Ray Fay instead, battling the worst looking 
dinosaurs this side of At The Earth's Core, being 
captured, taken back to captivity, escaping and 
crashing through London before scaling the giddy 
heights of Big Ben's clock tower. To get a feeling as to 
how this all plays imagine the whole thing filmed as a 
second rate Two Ronnies sketch on a miniscule 
budget written by someone who'd watched Spike 
Milligan's Q TV shows and decided that surreal, 
bizarre, illogical comedy was what people wanted to 
see but lacked the ability to make any of it funny. 

The problem with trying to describe this film is 
that commenting on how bad some of it is gives the 
impression that the rest is better. However it's not 
that some parts of the film aren't funny it's that ALL 
of the film isn't funny and while you may start off 
muttering "people actually got paid to appear in 
this?" by the end you'll be convinced that whatever 


the fee they weren't paid nearly enough! It's also hard 
to work out where the budget ends and the script 
begins, Queen Kong's public unveiling appears to be 
at a garden fete complete with candy floss, ice cream 
vans and happy campers sitting on the grass. Was 
that all the producers could afford or was it written 
like that for a reason? 

Any giant gorilla film of course depends on 
convincing special effects to suspend disbelief but 
while De Laurentiis had Oscar winning visual effects 
and Rick Baker in an expressive mask and gorilla suit 
Queen Kong's costume with her stiff immobile face 
looks like it was hired for the week from a fancy dress 
shop and a pair of fake boobs hastily glued on to 
justify the feminine title. If some of the special effect 
compositing looks like bad 70's TV chroma-keying 
then it's because that's exactly what it was. London's 
toy shops must have sold out of doll's houses for the 
end "rampage" through the city and if your boat is 
supposed to be anchored off an exotic mysterious 
island then the chalky white cliffs of Newhaven, East 
Sussex, should not be visible in the background. 

In his autobiography Askwith writes about a 
100 foot mechanical gorilla whose head fell off the 
first time it made an entrance but it definitely 
doesn't appear in the film and no way would the 
budget have stretched that far. There is a giant 
mechanical hand (powered by the business end of a 
JCB digger) that just about works and half of one big 
gorilla foot built for a single joke that falls totally 
flat. Actually pretty much everything falls flat - from 
the prehistoric bagpipe with 7,000,000BC written on 
it to the big pile of chains labelled "Queen Kong's Bra" 
along with everything in-between. It's difficult to 
decide the worst thing about this film but the jaunty 
happy end song with lyrics that cringingly manage to 
rhyme "rape" with "ape" is pretty hard to beat. 


Something For The Weekend 

SCALA CINEMA 1978-1993 by Jane Giles - FAB 
Press (approx. £50) 

The Scala Cinema in London had many homes, 
forced to move in 1981 they ended up in run-down 
Kings Cross and became the most popular repertory 
cinema in Britain. At The Scala not only did you get 
to see two films for your money the billing changed 
every day and being a private cinema club could show 
members pretty much anything. Passolini's Salo was 
always popular as were the works of Jacques Tati, 
John Waters and Russ Meyer. Gay hardcore like 
Thundercrack! might be followed by a Buster Keaton 
or Rita Hayworth double bill and Saturday all- 
nighters meant you could watch half a dozen uncut 
horrors or 60's Rock and Roll movies back to back. 

Here is a wealth of photographs and ephemera 
not only about the cinema itself but what it showed 
on screen. It reproduces all 178 of the Scala's single¬ 
sheet monthly programmes, massive A2 double¬ 
sided posters with bizarre colour schemes such as 
fluorescent yellow and purple, graphic designs that 
changed every month and tiny text that often made 
them difficult to read. While the book isn't that size 
it is physically imposing - weighing in at 5 Kilos, 
30x37.5cm and 424 pages. The front of each 
programme takes up one page while a much reduced 
version of the back is joined by photos, lobby cards 
and information about the films shown that month. 

The book is indeed expensive but it's quality all 
the way though fair to say only likely to be of 
interest to people who were there. But for those of 
us who braved the 
junkies, hookers 
and pickpockets of 
old Kings Cross to 
venture inside or 
grab a programme 
from the doorway it 
brings it all back. 

And what other 
cinema sold hot 
meat pies and tea 
.between films? 



Download back issues at https://archive.Org/details/@deadlights 
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